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PREFACE. 



Never was an age more prolific in Rhymers 
than the present, and never was there a greater 
outcry against the Public for her insensibility 
to Song : but it is so easy a matter to make two 
lines "jingle," that everyone blessed or tor- 
mented with that unaccountable knack, must 
not expect to obtain the celebrity of a Rogers, 
a Coleridge, a Campbell, a Byron, or a Moore; 
the Public in the end is by far too good a judge 
of merit to bestow her approbation where it is 
not due, and those who cavil against her so ve- 
hemently for her indifference towards Poetic 
talent, may be convinced that they, at least, 
have not deserved her favours. 

With fear and trembling the Author ven- 
tures on the crowded arena. If he were sure 
that the cup he has quaffed were pure from the 
stream of the bright Helicon, he would not 
dread the result; but, alas, for him! if the 
praise of others, or his own self-love, have so 
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far blinded him as to make him imagine a 
muddy and contaminated spring to be the hea- 
venly and eternal fountain; whatever judg- 
ment the public may pronounce upon him, it 
shall not shake his faith — he will still firmly 
believe that the era of Poesy is not past, and 
that Parnassus is still as beautiful and green as 
ever. Love, Joy, Hope, Sorrow, Memory, these 
still exist, and from these Song draws life and 
inspiration. A* long as there are feelings in 
the human heart, and a language to express 
them ; as long as there are minds capable of 
being elevated to enthusiasm by the loveliness 
and the music of Nature, so long will the 
science of Homer and Shakspeare be honoured 
and appreciated. 

With respect to the following trifles, the 
Author can only say, 

Eh, vogue la galere ! 

with a prayer that Criticism may look with an 
indulgent eye on the first attempts of a young 
Bard, 
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SONGS AND POEMS, 



THE 

GREEN BAY TREE- 

" Where is the place of their first fond meeting, 
" Where, oh where, is that green bay tree, 

" Under whose cover «» 

" The maid and her lover 
" Plighted their troth and their constancy?" 
O the winter nights were bleak and dreary, 
The storms of summer were fierce and free ; 

Its trunk is shattered, 

Its branches are scattered, 
O ! withered and dead is that green bay tree ! 



2 THE GREEN BAY TREE. 

**' Where are the lovers who courted its shadow, 
" Where, oh where, may those fond ones be ? 

" The troth which they plighted, 

" How is it requited — 
" Say, have they forgotten that green bay tree ?" 
The lover was fickle, and would not remember ; 
He met with another more fair than she ; 

For her— broken-hearted, 

Her peace hath departed, 
The maiden doth fade like the green bay tree ! 



THE LARK. 

Whither, oh ! sweet lark, . whither away, 
Soaring so high in the dawning grey ? 
I see thee not, but I hear thy voice, 
Singing aloud, " Rejoice ! rejoice !" 

As long as the fields and the woods are green, 
The breezes soft, and the sky serene, 
Happy art thou, O bird of morn, 
Greeting the beam o'er the far hills borne. 

O ! for a wing and a voice like thine, 
To revel and sing in the morning shine ! 
O ! for a spirit untorn by care, 
A soul unbent by the world's despair I 

Floating aloft on thy russet wing, 
Pleasant to thee are the days of spring ; 
Thou hast no sorrow to make thee moan, 
For sorrow is man's, and man's alone ! 



THE LARK. 

Whither, oh sweet lark, whither away, 
Soaring so high in the dawning grey ? 
I see thee not, but I hear thy voice, 
Singing aloud, " Rejoice, rejoice f 



SONG TO THE HARVEST MOON. 

In the deep silence of the night, 

We come, O harvest, moon, 
. lo dance beneath thy gentle light, 

To many a merry tune ; 
We come, whilst thou in thoughtful sheen 

Art beaming from the blue, 
In wild wood lone, and meadow green, 
To tread the mellow dew ! 
And pledge at midnight's solemn noon 
A health to thee, O harvest moon t 

Whilst thou alone dost beam on high, 

In jolly groups we pass, 
Among the sheaves of corn and rye, 

To drain the brimming glass ; 



SONG TO THE HARVEST MOON. 

Or go, when song and dance are o'er, 

A-roaming 'mong the wheat, 
To plight our troth, in thickets hoar, 
To many a maiden sweet, 
And call on thee, at midnight's noon, 
To hear our vows, O harvest moon f 



CORONACH, ok DEATH-WAIL. 

Wail! Wail! 
For a sub hath set. 
Which no returning morrow 
Shall ever call 
From the darksome pall, 
To beam upon our sorrow ! 
Moan! Moan! 
O'er his dwelling lone, 
As ye heap the clod above him: 
Dead! Dead! 
His soul hath fled 
From the hearts that lived to love him! 

Wail! Wail! 

Though our tears be vain, 
For the soul in glory shining ! 

Yet how can those 

Who have seen his close 
Forbear for awhile repining ? 



CORONACH, OR DEATH-WAIL* 

Moan! Moan! 
O'er the narrow stone ; 
Body and soul must sever! 
Dead! Dead! 
His spirit hath fled. 
And a star hath set for ever f 



SPRING SONG. 

The merry Spring, the bright, bright Spring, 
What joys she shakes from her flowery wing ! 
When the young bird sings from its leafy nest, 
How happy it sleeps on its loved one's breast ; 
How sweet to roam at beauty's side, 
Through glens and dells and woodlands wide ; 
How sweet to sit by a fountain clear, 
And whisper love to a maiden's ear ! 
O ! the merry Spring ! the bright, bright Spring, 
What joys she shakes from her flowery wing ! 

At merry morn, or evening still, 

How sweet to roam by the balmy hill, 

To cull a wreath of flowerets rare, 

To twine 'ihid the locks of a maiden's hair ; 

Hqw sweet to fly from care and strife, . 

And the dull cold round of city life, 



10 SPRING SONG* 

To stray thro' wood and shady grove, 
And plight our troth to the maid we love ! 
O ! the merry Spring, the bright, bright Spring, 
What joys she shakes from her flowery wing ! 



t 



11 



THE I<AY OF AN EXILE. 

O ! sadly, ye dark rolling waves of the ocean, 

O ! sadly ye beat on this desolate shore, 
And wake, with the voice of your restless commotion, 

Sad thoughts of the home 1 must visit no more. 
From the far distant land which has spurned me for ever, 

The land for whose glory I've struggled in vain, 
Ye come, O ye waves, but like me ye can never, 

O ! never return to behold it again ! 

Thou, bird, that dost wing thy far course o'er the billow, 

How happy, like thee, all unfettered to roam, 
Each wave- circled rock can afford thee a pillow, 

Each isle of the ocean provide thee a home ! 
But I ! — I must wander in sorrow and sadness, 

And stifle the thoughts which for ever awake, 
Must brood o'er my woes, till they drive me to madness, 

And teach my proud spirit to bend or to break ! 
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THE BEECH TREE. 

When my soul flies to the first great Giver, 

Friends of the hard ! let my dwelling he 
By the green hank of that rippling river, 

Under the shade of yon tall beech tree. 
Bury me there, ye lovers of song, 

When the prayers for the dead are spoken, 
With my hands on my hreast, 
My face to the west, 

And my lyre in the grave unbroken ! 
There, untouched by the plough or harrow, 

Let the grave of the minstrel be, 
Where the bank is green, and the stream is narrow, 

Under the shade of yon tall beech tree ! 
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THE WILL O* THE WISP. 

Where the snake lurks in the tangled grass, 
By the slippery brink of the dank morass, 
Merrily O ! Merrily O ! 
1 light my lamp, and forth I go ! 
And to lure astray the Jated wight, 

I shine all night in the swampy hollows, 

Merrily O! Merrily O! 
Wailing and woe to the fool who follows ! 

O ! Love and Friendship and I make three, 
We roam together in company ! 
Merrily O ! Merrily O ! 
We light our lamps, and forth we go ! 
Friendship showeth a steady ray, 

But its dupes ne'er dream that its heart is hollow, 

Merrily O! Merrily O! 
Wailing and woe to the fools who follow! 



14 THE WILL o' THE WISP. 

O ! Love indeed hath a fairer gleam;— 
What is so bright as her first fond dream ? 
Merrily O! Merrily O! 
We light our lamps, and forth we go I 
An early blight if that love be true,* 
A broken heart if that love be hollow ! 

Merrily O ! Merrily ! 
Wailing and woe to the fools who follow ! 

* ** The course of true love never did run smooth." 

Shakspeare. 
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THE SONG OF AN EMIGRANT. 

Fab away ! O far away, 
Over the wide sea's bounding spray, 
Many a league o'er the pelting foam. 
We seek a country, we seek a home ! 
Farewell, England ! our native land, 
Lingering still on thy verdant strand, 
We look our last on thy once-loved shore, 
And vow in our hearts to return no more. 

Far away! O far away! 
Nothing invites us here to stay. 
England, our mother, is hard as stone, 
And shuts her ear to her children's moan, 
And running on to destruction sure, 
Pampers the rich, and grinds the poor 1 
Farewell, England ! A last farewell ! 
We fly thy shores, but wc wish thee well. 



16 THE SONG OF AN EMIGRANT. 

Far away! O far away ! 
We seek a world o'er the ocean spray. 
Welcome, O land across the sea, 
Where bread is plenty, and man is free ; 
Welcome, the woods and deserts drear, 
And boundless fields of another sphere. 
Our sails are set, and the breezes swell, 
England, Dur country Farewell! Farewell! 
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THE MOONLIGHT DANCE. 

Come, maidens come, to our merry dance, 
Youth and Beauty come together ; 
Let young hearts meet 
In converse sweet, 
At twilight's time, in the summer weather: 
By the pale light of the thoughtful moon, 

When all is hushed, save the sighing breeze ; 
In a still and balmy night of June, 
Under the leaves of the linden trees. 

There song shall awake its softest tones, 
Opening all the soul to pleasure ; 
At silent eve 
Our feet shall weave 
The jocund dance to its melting measure. 
Come, maidens come, when the night-bird's tune 

Is wafted afar on the gentle breeze, 
Come to our dance, when the watchful moon 
Shines through the leaves of the linden trees. 
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EVENING. 



"Tis sweet at morn among the com, 

When air and earth are jolly, 
But sweeter far, at evening's star, 

Among the woods of holly. 
The morn, though fair, is tinged with care, 

Pain wakens with the morrow ; 
But evening's light, though not so bright, 

Is not so full of sorrow. 

O, pensive star, that shin'st afar, 

Why dost thou beam so sweetly ? 
O, bird of eve, why dost thou grieve 

So mournfully and featly ? 
The pale star shines, the bird repines 

Among the woods of holly, 
To soothe away the cares of day, 

And cleanse the heart from folly. 
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THE DAYS OF YORE. 

Deep in the shade of the wild woods free, 

There standeth alone an old oak tree; 

And ever at night, 'mong its branches dead, 

The cold wind mourneth its glories fled, 

And the nightingale singeth her saddest tune, 

To think that its strength should have died so soon ; 

And the old oak droopeth its branches hoar, 

And maketh a moan for the days of yore. 

Alas ! alas ! for that old oak tree, 

And alas ! O maiden, alas for thee ! 

Thy loved one sleeps in his quiet bed, 

And thy grief, though pure, cannot wake the dead. 

Vainly, alas, shall the spring time bloom 

For the withered branch or the narrow tomb ; 

Weep then, O maid, like the oak tree hoar, 

The love and the hope of the days of yore. 



20 THE DAYS OF YORE. 

O ! nothing endureth here below, 
The smile of joy, or the tear of woe ; 
And love cannot bloom in this world for aye- 
Like the autumn leaf it must fade away. 

oak tree sear ! O maiden pale ! * 
Remembrance borrows the night bird's wail, 

1 hear her voice in the wild wood hoar, 
Making a moan for the days of yore. 
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THE MAIDEN OF RHINE. 

At sunset a maid was roaming 

Alone by the banks of Rhine, 
Whose stream to the dark sea foaming, 

Was bright in the red sunshine : 
And she wept in bitter sorrow, 

As faded the sun's last ray, 
And sadly she thought of the morrow, 

For her love was far away ! 

They've bartered the maid and sold her 

For empty and pitiless pride, 
And morning's first beam must behold her 

A cold and unwilling bride. 
With the white rose wreath they've bound her, 

She shines in her fairest trim, 
And cold-hearted friends surround her, 

To banish her thoughts of him. 
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O ! leave her alone to her sorrow ! 

The true heart can never forget ; 
O ! leave her alone till the morrow I 

She mourns for her loved one yet. 
From her chamber, the maiden, weeping, 

Looks out on the lordly Rhine, 
" There's a boat o'er the light wave sweeping- 

" My Rudolph !— O ! were it thine T 

Away, o'er the foaming water, 

'Tis he! — and thy sire in vain 
Shall seek for his blooming daughter, 

When the morning comes again ! 
Away, with thy loved one, maiden ! 

Away, e'er thy sire pursue ! 
She's gone, and the bark is laden — 

God favour the bold and true ! 



INDIAN SONGS. 



* # * The idea which suggested the following Songs, 
descriptive of the tenets and manners of the North 
American Indians, was taken from Cooper's beautiful 
Romance, " The Last of the Mohicans ;" in which he 
so ably and poetically describes the wild and simple 
grandeur of their savage life. 
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THE HUNTERS. 

In valleys where the while, man's foot 

Ne'er treads the early dew, 
By mighty streams, whose waters deep 

Ne'er bear his light canoe ; 
In wild woods, where the settler's axe 

Ne'er fells the ancient tree, 
There the Great Spirit wings our feet 

To roam the forest free. 

When points the shadow to the west, 

We string the ready bow ; 
Hark ! — the wild stag is in the woods, 

His foot is on the snow. 
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The deer are in the forest path, 
Their speed outstrips the gale, 

And through our pleasant hunting grounds 
We follow on their trail. 

Far from the white man's corn and maize, 

The ancient woods we roam ; 
The forest is the red man's ground, 

The wilderness his home. 
There the Good Spirit of our race, 

The friendly Manitou, 
Guides the red Indian's mocassin, 

When bounding o'er the dew. 
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II. 



THE MAIDEN PALE. 

The earth is white with the falling snow, 

And white is the forest tree, 
And my mocassin leaves no tell-tale print, 

As I come to visit thee. 
O ! swift is my foot on the war-path, love, 

And fleet on the red deer's trail, 
But swifter far when at eve I come 

To visit my maiden pale. 

When the sun shines from a sky serene, 

It ripens the tall fruit tree ; 
O ! maid that wast born in the sunny east, 

Thy love is the sun to me ! 
But the sky is sad without its beam, 

When bloweth the stormy gale, 
And sadder my heart when I roam alone, 

Afar from my maiden pale. 
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O ! maiden that comest from distant lands, 

Where setteth the morning star, 
My hand is open in days of peace, 

And strong in the days of war ! 
And I come from the wigwams of my race, 

My mocassin leaves no trail, 
And I bound through the woods like a startled deer, 

To visit my maiden pale. 
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III. 



THE GRAVES OF OUR FATHERS. 

Far away from the white man's smoke, 

In the woods and in silence deep, 
Under the shade of the beech and oak, 

The bones of the heroes sleep. 
And there we go when the sky is grey, 

We go, and we shed no tears, 
But bend our heads to the earth, and pray 

For the .men of many years. 

Lightly we tread o'er the grassy mounds, 

Where the bones of our fathers rest ; 
They are gone to the happy hunting grounds, 

They're gone, and they are blest ! 
Strong in the battle — fleet in the chase, 

And wise when the old men met ; 
Their spirits dwell in the pleasant place, 

But their sons remember yet. 
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IV. 



WAR SONG. 

I saw a stain on the last year's snow, 

Brothers ! a stain of blood ! 
But the cold hath past, and the warm winds blow, 

And the trees are in the bud. 
The snow hath melted from dale and hill — 
But the blood— the blood remaineth still ! 



I heard a voice on the winter blast, 

Brothers 1 a voice of woe ! 
And it cried for vengeance as it past 

O'er the cold and blood-stained snow. 
That wind hath sunk over wood and hill, 
But the voice— the voice — I hear it still ! 



WAR SONG. 31 

I saw a spirit in my sleep, 

Brothers ! its hand was red ! 
Its eye was fierce, and its scowl was deep, 

And it cried, " Revenge the dead !" 
Shall we not hear what the spirit saith ? 
Onwards, my brothers I — revenge or death ! 
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TO AN EAGLE. 

! for an eagle's wings, 
To brave the rugged blast, 

In spite of wind and storm to soar 
O'er mount and meadow vast. 

1 that I might, like thee, 
O'er Alpine summits fly, 

And travel, unconfined and free, 
The nearest to the sky ! 

O ! that mine eye like thine 

Upon the sun might gaze, 
And revel in that living light, 

Undazzled by the blaze ! 
O ! that my rapid flight 

O'er boundless ether driven, 
Might never leave, for things of earth, 

The brighter ones of heaven ! 
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Here, when the soul inspired 

Would leave the world behind, 
Forgetting its affinity 

To sorrow and mankind, 
With eye like thine to scan 

The wonders of its birth, 
Some petty care disturbs its flight, 

And draws it back to earth. 

O ! for an eagle's wings ! 

O, for an eagle's nest! 
To dwell upon the mountain tops, 

With Nature for my guest : 
Fanned by the rushing wind, 

Rejoicing in the blast, 
And soaring in the light of morn 

O'er woods and waters vast. 
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THE NORTHERN STAR. 

The rushing winds around us sweep, 

The storms about us roar, 
And we— -we skim the foaming deep, 

A thousand miles from shore. 
Fierce o'er the wave the tempests ride, 

And far from land are we, 
Star of the North ! with none to guide, 

But Providence and thee ! 



When o'er our deck the billows dash, 

And howls the rushing blast, 
When from afar the thunder-flash 

Has split our gallant mast ; 
When darkness deep has veiled the sky, 

Star of the troubled sea ! 
The sailor turns his anxious eye 

Confidingly to thee. 
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One beam of thine, O welcome star ! 

The seaman's beacon light, 
Cheers his lone heart, when wandering far 

In danger's lowering night. 
Fierce o'er the deep the whirlwinds ride, 

Far, far from land are we, 
Star of the North ! with none to guide, 

But Providence and thee ! 
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THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

The soldier bold, when the bugles sound, 

Must start from his pleasant sleep, 
To measure alone his weary round 

On the gloomy castle-keep. 
But we, merry men, in the pathless woods, 

Where the nimble wild deer run, 
We rise when we will, and we sleep when we can, 

And we bend the knee to none. 
O ! a merry, merry life is ours, I ween ; 

At morn in the forests free, 
And quaffing at e'en the jolly brown ale, 

All under the greenwood tree. 

The monk must go when the abbot calls, 

To chant his vesper hymn, 
And the warder watch from his loop-hole grate, 

At the hour of midnight dim : 
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But we, merry men, in the gay greenwood, 

We own no master's sway, 
But live to be happy when we can, 

And jolly while we may. 
O ! a merry, merry life is ours, I ween ; 

At morn in the forest free, 
And quaffing at e'en the jolly brown ale, 

All under the greenwood tree. 
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THE WISHING GATE, 

" In the Vale of Grasmere, in Westmoreland, there is, or was 
lately, a gate, known under the cognomen of ' The Wishing Gate,* 
to which popular superstition attached the belief that all reasonable 
wishes there formed, would be attended with favourable results.*' 

BALLAD. 

'Tis dreamy midnight's solemn hour, 

The busy village sleeps, 
And the pale moonbeam's silver sheen 

Its nightly vigil keeps ; 
The pole-star twinkles in the blue, 

The hour is waxing late, 
Then haste thee, maiden, and away, 

And seek the Wishing-gate : 
And if thy heart be free from guile, 

Thy thoughts serene and holy, 
Go breathe thy prayer, go wish thy wish, 

And banish melancholy. 
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The maiden leaves her busy wheel, 

And dons her hose and shoon, 
And hastens to that ancient gate, 

While shines the quiet moon. 

" There is a bark upon the wave, 

" A bark I fain would see, 
" And one who treads her gallant deck, 

" Who vowed to cherish me! 
" Who vowed, in spite of fortune's frown, 

" His love should never vary — 
" Would he were here in safety now, 

" Conversing with his Mary !" 

Pale clouds obscured the thoughtful moon, 

The hour was waxing late, 
The maiden, pensive and alone, 

Leant o'er the Wishing-gate. — 
Was it a robber in the dark, 

That stole along so wary? — 
" 'Tis he ! 'tis he I my Henry dear, 

" Restored to love and Mary!" 
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THE SYCAMORE TREE. 

! for the shade of the sycamore, 

That spreadeth its boughs at my cottage door ! 

1 for the kiss of my bonnie bride, 

And the welcome glow of her warm fireside ; 

And O ! for the smile of my bonnie boy, 

And the pleasant sounds of its childish joy ! 

Here, rolling about on the pelting foam, 

How my heart yearns for its quiet home ! 

O ! I long to listen at morning's time 

To the sweet lark's song, or the far bells' chime ; 

For sad to mine ear is the sea-bird's cry, 

And the howl of the wind as it wanders by. 

O ! if ever I see my beloved one more, 

And the friendly latch of her cottage door, 

Never again from her trusting heart 

Shall the sire of her bonnie babe depart ! 

Safe in the harbour of home at last 

I'll tell the tale of my dangers past. 

O ! for my cottage beside the sea, 

And the peaceful shade of my sycamore tree f 
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THE ISLE OF TRUTH. 

" While the beams of the daylight yet shine from the 

" west, 
" Sail onwards, my bark, to the isle of the blest, 
" Where Love blooms for ever in fondness and truth, 
" And Passion forgets not the vows of its youth ; 
* " Where Friendship forsakes not, tho' sorrows subdue, 
" And the visions of Hope are as lovely as true. 
" Sail onwards, my bark, to that isle of delight, 
" Where Joy hath no sting, and Affection no blight!" 

'Twas thus sung the heart in the days of her youth, 
As she sailed to discover the island of Truth. 
The visions of Hope had induced her to stray, 
And she knew not the dangers that crowded the way : 
The beam that had brightened her pathway at morn. 
At eve saw her tost on the tempests of scorn ; 
And trusting too far what the charmer had spoken, 
At sunset the lone heart was shipwrecked and broken* 
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WOOING. 

Tis sad to go a-roving 

Through the weary world alone, 
For the bliss of life is loving, 
Ere the days of youth are flown : 
? And old age is Love's undoing, 
Passion fades away with time, 
So we'll go again a-wooing, 

While our hearts are in their prime. 

So we'll go again a-wooing, &c. &c. 

The frowns of Fortune grieve us, 

And Ambition is a cheat, 
And the lures of Hope deceive us, 

Though her visions are so sweet* 
Love alone, her roses strewing, 

Smooths our pathway as we climb, 
So we'll go again a-wooing, 

While our hearts are in their prime. 

So we'll go again a-wooing, &c. &c. 
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CONSTANCY. 

I knew thee in the sunny hour, 

When Fortune shed her brightest beam, 
And thought, should e'er the tempest lower, 

Thy love would wither like a dream. 
I deemed that it was feigned and cold, 

Lured like the rest by Fortune's ray, 
Inspired by vanity or gold, 

To bloom an hour, then fade away. 



But now, when Glory's light hath passed, 

And grief and sorrow cloud my brow, 
When friends have vanished in the blast, 

Star of my fortunes 1 where art thou ? 
Here by my side in sorrow still, 

The same as in the prosperous hour, 
Striving to heal the bosom's ill— 

O ! this is love — I own its power ! 
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And thou, who canst unchanging rest, 

Though Fortune frown, and Hope decline, 
Forgive me, if in times more blest, 

I dared to doubt a love like thine ; 
And 1 will be (whate'er befal) 

Unchanging as thou'st been to me, 
And tell, and proudly tell to all, 

One proof of woman's constancy ! 
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WASSAIL. 



If thy bosom undaunted ne'er quailed before danger, 

Or feared to stand forth for the right, 
If thy doors were ne'er shut on the poor and the stranger, 

Thy heart never false to its plight, 
To thee we will drink, as a king among men- 
Wassail, O wassail ! a health to thee then ! 

If Honour can dazzle, or Freedom inspire thee 

To fight in her cause ere she sink, 
If the wrongs of thy kind or thy country can fire thee, 

A bumper to thee we will drink. 
Though humble and poor, thou art king among men, 
Wassail, O wassail! a health to thee then ! 
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THE BOAR-HUNTERS' SONG. 

Let others chase the timid deer 

O'er field or level moor, 
We've a braver sport, and a nobler here, 

To chase the mighty boar. 
Through forest dark, and tangled wood, 

Where mountain torrents flow, 
With hearts by danger ne'er subdued, 
O ! merrily we go !■— 

Hark! Hark! 

How he roars, as he springs from his lair so dark ! 

Hark! Hark! 



He bounds ! he bounds ! in his fury borne 
Through glens and dingles green, 

Where nought is heard but the hunter's horn, 
Where none save we have been I 
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And lo ! as he springs through copse and brake. 

Our well-aimed arrows fly, 
He falls ! he falls ! and the wild woods shake, 
As he roars in his agony. 
Hark ! Hark ! 
The shaft has arrived at its destined mark ! 
Hark! Hark! 
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THE ALDER TREE. 

Alder tree, O alder tree, 

Over his grave reclining ; 
I've braided a wreath of the fairest flowers 
That ever were fed by the spring-time showers. 

Or nursed by the summer shining. 
Short, but lovely, their lives have been, 

Like his in the damp sod sleeping, 
And I strew them now on the hillock green, 

Where a mournful watch I'm keeping. 

Alder tree ! O alder tree ! 

Is it a voice of sorrow 
That sighs 'mong thy leaves in the silent night, 
When the radiant hue of the moonshine bright 

Announceth a pleasant morrow ? 
*Tis a voice of wailing, O alder tree, 

'Tis the evening breeze that weepeth, 
'Tis the nightingale singing a song like me, 

O'er the grave where my loved one sleepeth ! 
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« THE LASS WHO VOWED TO LOVE ME." 

She said she'd come at evening's fall, 

By yon streamlet gently rolling, 
When darkness dim was spread o'er aU« 

And the vesper bell was tolling ; 
But long that bell hath ceased its tone, 

And the moon has risen above me, 
And I have waited long and lone 

For the lass who vowed to love me ! 

< The time is long, the hours are slow, 
\ When the loving heart is waiting, 
Ye sportive winds that round me blow, 

Hie to her lattice grating. 
Tell her 'tis past th' appointed hour, 

And the bright stars peer above me, 
That I linger still in our trysting bower 
For the lass who yowed to love me. 
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% WINTER. 

When the tempests fly 

O'er the cloudy sky, 
And the piping blast sings wearily, 

O ! sweet is the mirth 

Of the social hearth, 
Where the flames are blazing cheerily. 



The moonbeam bright 
Of the summer night 

Shineth but sad and wearily, 
But jolly *s the glow 
Where the wine-cups flow, 

And the bright fire blazes cheerily. 
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Let the storms without, 
In their midnight rout, 

Howl through the casement drearily, 
We're merry within, 
Round the blazing linn, 

Where the wine-cup circles cheerily. 
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BALLAD. 



He carved his name upon the tree, 

Ere he hied him o'er the billow, 
A token of love and memory 

On that lone drooping willow ; 
And bade me come at twilight dim, 

In summer's fragrant weather, 
Beneath its shade to think of him, 

And the joys we'd known together. 

Ah ! little did we think, when last 

We met in sad emotion, 
That he'd find his fate on the blast, 

His grave in the depths of ocean : 
And many a lonely year has fled, 

Since sadly here we parted, 
And the willow tree is sear and dead, 

And I am broken-hearted. 
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VINTAGERS' SONG TO THE SUN. 

Peerless orb of life and light, 

Here beneath the cloudless blue, 
Lo! we quaff the liquor bright, 

And pray for rain and pleasant dew* 
Here beneath thy ruddy beam, 

To thee we drain the goblet deep,. 
Where the Rhine's broad waters stream, 

And the grapes in clusters creep. 

Sim, O sun, thy splendours pour 

O'er the fruitful fields of earth, 
And to her remotest shore 

Give the jovial harvest birth. 
O'er the land that yields the vine, 

Let thy warmest radiance glow, 
Ripened by those beams of thine, 

Let the purple vintage flow. 
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TO THE WINDS. 

" I called on the rushing blast." — Ossiak. 

Wind of the winter night, whence comest thou ? 
And whither, oh whither, art wandering now ? 
Sad, sad is thy voice on this desolate moor, 
And mournful, oh mournful, thy howl at my door. 
Say where hast thou been on thy cloud-lifted car, 
Say what hast thou seen in thy roamings afar! 
What sorrow impels thee, thou boisterous blast, 
Thus to mourn and complain as thou journeyest past ? 
Dost weep that the green sunny summer hath fled, 
That the leaves of the forest are withered and dead, 
That the groves and the woodlands re-echo no- more 
The light-hearted music they teemed with of yore ? 
That the song of the lark, and the hum of the bee, 
Have ceased for awhile on the snow-covered lea ? 
Say, wind of the winter-night, whence comest thou, 
And whither, oh whither, art wandering now? 
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REPLY. 

I have been where the snow on the chill mountain-peak 
Would have frozen the blood in the ruddiest cheek, 
And for many a dismal and desolate day, 
No beam of the sunshine' has brightened my way; 
But I weep not that winter hath bared the green tree, 
And hushed the sweet voice of the bird and the bee ; 
I sigh not that summer hath fled from the plain, 
For spring will return in its brightness again ; 
But I mourn and complain for the wail and the woe 
That I've seen on my course as 1 journeyed below, 
For I've heard the loud shout of the demon of war, 
And the peal of his guns as they flashed from afar, 
And heard the lone widows and orphans complain, 
As they wet with their tears the pale cheeks of the slain ; 
And I sigh as I think on the miseries of man, 
And the crimes and the follies that measure his span. — 

I have come from the deep, where the storm in its wrath 
Spread havoc and death on its pitiless path, 
Where the billows rose up as the lightnings flew by, 
And twisted their arms in the dun-coloured sky ; 
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And I saw a frail vessel, all torn by the wave, 
Drawn down with her crew to a fathomless grave, 
And I heard the loud creak of her hull as I past, 
And the flap of her sails, and the crash of her mast ; 
And I raised my shrill voice on the cold midnight air, 
To drown the last cry of the sailor's despair, 
But it smote on my ear like the tocsin of death, 
As he struggled and strove with the waters for breath; 
'Tis his requiem I tune as I howl through the sky* 
And repent of the fury that caused him to die. 

And far have I roamed on the desolate shore, 
And the cold dreary wastes of the tenantless moor, 
Where a hoary old man journeyed on thro' the plain, 
To his bright blazing hearth and his children again, 
And I sighed as 1 rushed o'er that desert of snow, 
For I saw not the path where the traveller should go j 
For a moment he paused in that wilderness drear, 
And clasped his cold hands as he listened to hear 
The bark of his dog from his cot in the dell, 
Or the long-wished for toll of the far village bell. 
Poor weary old man ! he was feeble and chill, 
And the sounds that he loved were all silent and still, 
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For vainly he turned his dim glance to the sky, 
And vainly he sought with his tremulous eye 
Some light in the distance, whose pale beaming ray 
Might guide him aright on his comfortless way, 
Till, fainting and chill, he turned wearily back, 
And tried to recover the snow-hidden track ; 
Ah, vainly he strove, and no sound could he hear, 
To tell his sad heart that a refuge was near, 
When, worn by the load of his toil and his woe, 
He muttered a prayer, and sank down on the snow ; 
And I heard the last gasp of his quick fleeting breath,. 
His last dying groan, as he struggled with death : 
And I mourn for him now on this desolate moor, 
And tune his sad dirge as I howl at thy door* 
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REVERIES. 



Come, gentle phantasie, 

Come to my lone retreat, 
Beside the rolling sea, 

Where the playful billows beat ; 
Come at still twilight's time, 
When the star of evening beams above, 
And looks on earth with a look of love, 
From her far cerulean clime ; 
And on the shore 
The waters' roar . 
Shall to our ears rough music make, 
And sweet shall be 
Their melody, 
As the wind doth o'er them break. 

Now fades the daylight o'er the deep, 
And now the struggle and the strife, 
The cares and toils of busy life, 

Sink for awhile in sleep : 
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And she, Thought's pallid queen, 
Arises on her gentle way, 
Scattering far her tremulous ray 
With calm and holy sheen. 
Now is the hour when Feeling wakes, 
Now is the hour when Fancy takes 

Her far and heavenward flight ; 
Now every evil passion dies, 
Now Hope lifts up her gentle eyes — 

O lovely hour of night ! 
I gaze upon the roaring sea, 
And vague deep thoughts crowd o'er my mind. 

There lies the dread immensity, , 
And o'er the region of the wind 
Lies an immensity more dread, 

On which the thought cannot repose, 
Whose secrets we cannot disclose — 
O ! happy, happy dead ! 
Perchance to you your God has given 
To know the secrets of the heaven, 
On angels' wings afar to fly, 
And scan the wonders of the sky, 
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REVERIES. 



And often, mid the darkness dim, 

The soul forgets its feeble shell, 
As if 'twould pierce the ways of Him 

Whose ways no human heart can tell. 
The soul expands, as if to see 
If it can grasp Eternity, 
And pass the bounds of time and space — 
But ah ! there is no resting-place 

For such adventurous flight. 
These are the aspirings of the spirit 
To the home it shall inherit ; 
A dim, faint dream, 
A feeble gleam 

Of what the soul shall be when passed this earthly 
night. 
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THE PRAYER OF ADAM, 

ALONE IN PARADISE. 
* L'aria e la terra e 1'acqua son d*amor pietie." — Pktrarch. 



O ! Father, hear ! 

Thou know'st my secret thought, 
Thou know'st with love and fear 
1 bend before Thy mighty throne, 

And before Thee 1 hold myself as nought. 
Alas ! I'm in the world alone, 

All desolate upon the earth, 
And when my spirit hears the tone, 

The soft song of the birds in mirth, 
When the young nightingales 

Their tender voices blend, 
When from the flowery vales 

Their hymns of love ascend ; 
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O ! then I feel there is a void for me, 

A bliss too little in this world so fair ; 
To Thee, O Father, do I flee, 

To Thee for solace breathe the prayer. 
And when the rosy morn 

Smiles on the dewy trees, 
When music's voice is borne 

Far on the gentle breeze ; 
When o'er the bowers I stray, 

The fairest fruits to bring, 
And on Thy shrine to lay 

A fervent offering ; 
Father of many spheres ! 

When bending thus before Thy throne, 
My spirit weeps with silent tears, 

To think that I must pray alone ! 
And when at evening's twilight dim, 

When peaceful slumber shuts mine eye, 
And when the gentle seraphim 

Bend from their bright homes in the sky : 
When angels walk the quiet earth, 
To glory in creation's birth ; 
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Then, Father, in my dreams I see 

A gentle being o'er me bent, 
Radiant with love, and like to me, 

But of a softer lineament : 
I strive to clasp her to my heart, 

That we may live and be but one — 
Ah, wherefore, lovely beam, depart, 

Why must I wake and find thee gone ? 
Almighty, in Thy wisdom high, 
Thou saidst, that when I sin 1 die ; 
And once my spirit could not see 
How that which t*, could cease to be ; 
Death was a vague unfathomed thing, 

On which the thought forbore to dwell, 
But love has oped its secret spring 

And now I know it well ! 
To die, must be to live alone, 
Unloved, uncherished, and unknown ; 
Without the sweet one of my dreams 

To cull the fragrant flowers with me, 
To wander by the morning's beams, 

And raise the hymn of thanks to Thee. 
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But, Father of the earth, 

Lord of this boundless sphere, 
If 'tis Thy high unchanging will 

That I should linger here ; 
If 'tis Thy will that I should rove 

Alone o'er Eden's smiling bowers, 
Grant that the young birds' song of love, 

And the breeze sporting 'raong the flowers, 
May to my spirit cease to be 
A music and a mystery! 
Grant that my soul no more may feel 

The soft sounds breathing every where ; 
That Nature's voice may cease to hymn 

Love's universal prayer. 
For all around, in earth or sea, 
And the blue heaven's immensity, 
Whisper it forth in many a tone, 
And tell me I am all alone. 
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REVERIES— NIGHT. 

" O Night and Silence ye are wondrous strong." — Btrok. 

Tis sweet to roam alone 
In some sequestered wood, 
When slumbering Echo hears no sound* 
When Night and Silence spread around 
A holy solitude ; 

When through the vales, 
Capricious gales 
Sweep fitfully along in melancholy mood. 

O ! in that solemn hour, 
When starry Night has flung 
Her balmy mantle o'er the dale, 
And when the love-lorn nightingale 
Her last complaint has sung ; 
When all is still, 
O'er grove and hill, 
O ! then the spirit wakes, and Silence hath a tongue ! 
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Silence, on dusky wing, 
Recals the dim years fled, 
Before the pensive spirit move 
Visions of friendship and of love, 
Thoughts of the peaceful dead, 
Who, though they sleep 
In darkness deep, 
Lie not forgotten in their quiet bed. 

Silence awakens Hope, 
That kind consoling light, 
Which wipes away thenar of woe, 
That Memory might have caused to flow, 
And gladden's Sorrow's night ; 
Like a gay dream, 
Her cheering beam 
Dispels the gathering mist, and all again is bright. 

Silence is eloquent; 

It whispers to the mind; 
Beneath your beam, ye lovely stars, 
Fancy forgets life's petty jars. 
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And leaves dull earth behind ; 
With daring eye 
It soars on high, 
Flies o'er the boundless heaven, and treads the stormy 
wind. 
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BALLAt*. 



Tis sweet, in the shade of the lofty trees, 

In the dewy morning time, 
To hear the song of the joyous lark, 
Or the distant village chime ; 
Or to sit and think, 
By a streamlet's brink, 
Breathing bur thoughts in rhyme. 



Tis sweet, in the shade of the lofty trees 

In the sultry hour of noon, 
To lie at length on the cooling sward, 
Secure from the heats of June ; 
To read our book 
In a lonely nook, 
While lulled by the cuckoo's tune. 



BALLAD. 69 



But sweeter far than mora or noon, 

In the pleasant time of night, 
To roam alone with the lass we love, 
And look in her eyes so bright I 
Or to sit at our ease 
Beneath the trees, 
Breathing our loving plight. 
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ON THE 

CAPITULATION OF WARSAW, 

SEPTEMBER 1831. 

Soldier of Poland! wherefore sigh ? 

Freedom, though crushed, shall never die ; 

Though for awhile her noble head 

Be trampled by the Cossack's tread. 

Though the proud Russian lay her low, 

And laugh to scorn a nation's woe ; 

Though those whom free-born hearts deplore, 

Be banished from their native shore, 

And forced in foreign climes to roam, 

To seek a shelter and a home ; 

Though thousand wrongs obscure her yet, 

The sun of Freedom shall not set ! 

From Warsaw's ruins shall arise 

A fire to blind the Tartars' eyes ;• 
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A voice shall sound from Praga's plain, 
To rouse the nations up again ! 
A flag of wrath shall be unfurled, 
And Justice once more light the world ! 
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THE NORTH COUNTRIE. 

Hurrah ! for the land of the thistle ! 

The clime of the fair and free! 

Where the lassies are bonnie 

And loving as ony, 

The pride of the North Countrie ! 

Where Liberty dwells on the mountain, 

Where Beauty inhabits the plain, 
The land that never yet bent to the yoke 
Of the Roman, the Goth, or the Dane. 

Hurrah ! for the land of the mountain ! 
Hurrah ! for the North Countrie ! 
And joy to each laddie 
That weareth the pladdie, 
The badge of the bold and the free 1 
Hurrah ! Caledonia trusty ! 
Hurrah ! Caledonia true ! 
We '11 pledge thy weal in thy native drink, 
In a bicker of mountain dew. 
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SONG. 

Light is love without esteem. 
Lighter than a feather, 
But ours has borne 
Contempt and scorn, 
And sorrow's wintry weather ! 

Then, never more, never mare 

Shall we sever ; 
I am thine — thou art mine, 
For ever and for ever. 

Never shall affliction's scowl 
Or its touch divide us ; 
Let fortune frown. 
Or men look down, 
And evil days betide us : 

Never more, never more 

Shall we sever ; 
I am thine— thou art mine, 
For ever and for ever. 



74 



TO ROMANCE. 

Sweet deceiver! who so oft 

Hast lulled my soul with visions soft ; 

When the heart is new and young, 

Thou dost come with honeyed tongue, 

Whispering to confiding youth 

Tales of Friendship, Love, and Truth : 

In thy mirror life is seen 

Bright and pure and evergreen ! — 

Alas ! and must thy visions fade ? 

Thy brightness darken into shade ? — 

The clear, but cold reality 

Breathes upon thy reverie, 

Straight thy fairy visions fly, 

Their gorgeous hues grow pale and die ; 

We find that Friendship can betray, 

Or wither in Misfortune's day ; 

We find that dirty gold can buy 

The glance of love in Beauty's eye, 
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That sordid wealth can cover crime, 

That merit stoops, while blockheads climb ! 

Romance ! thy fairy spell is o'er, 

Thy lovely visions charm no more ; 

Too often by thy wiles betrayed, 

111 woo no more thy gentle aid; — 

Yet why ? 'Tis pleasing to believe — 

Thy dreams are sweet, though they deceive. 
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SONG TO THE EVENING STAR. 

Stab ! thai sendest the bird 

To her dew-besprinkled nest, 
That sendest the hind to his cottage fire, 
And givest the weary rest ! 

Star! O gentle star! 
Beacon of dreams and sleep ! 
I lie me down 
On the cold heath brown, 
To gaze on thy light and weep ! 

I weep, O quiet star, 

With a grief that shall not depart, 
For thou wakest the thoughts of times gone by, 
And bringest them to my heart : 

When thy light was the signal ray, 
To guide my weary feet 
To the lowly dome 
Of my cottage home, 
And the side of my partner sweet. 
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Yes ! lovely star of eve ! 

Thou bringest to all things rest ; 
Thou sendest the bee to its sheltering hive, 
The bird to its warm-built nest: 

But thou bringest to me, O star ! 
Thoughts that are sad and deep, 
So I lie me down 
On the cold heath brown. 
To gaze on thy light and weep ! 
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CHORUS OF GUARDIAN SPIRITS. 

We come ! We come! 

To soften the strokes of fate. 
And lead the wanderer back in dreams 
To his woodland cot, and his native streams, 

And his long-expecting mate. 

We come I We come ! 

To the pillow of him oppressed, 
And send him a slumber deep and calm, 
And pour in visions a healing balm 

To his wounded and aching breast 

We come ! We come ! 

To the prisoner's dungeon deep, 
And if he be innocent, pay him well 
For the pains endured in his gloomy cell, 

Where he waketh but to weep. 
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We come ! We come ! 

From our bright and happy sphere, 
To keep a watch in the silence deep, 
O'er the little couch of the babe asleep, 

When none but its mother 's near ! 
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MIRTH. 



Come, soul-inspiring Mirth, 

111 twine a wreath for thee, 
With flowers of spring-time birth, 

Born amid Nature's glee : 
Born when the cuckoo sung 

Its notes of joy to God, 
And the sunny day-beam flung 

Smiles o'er the flowery sod. 

But, lord of jest and jeer, 

Come in thy fairest trim, 
Let smiling Wit be near, 

With eye that's never dim : 
Come with the flowing bowl 

And the rosy wine to me, 
And beam upon my soul, 

Ere I twine a wreath for thee. 
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SACRED MELODIES. 



i. 

« AND GOD SAID, LET THERE BE 
LIGHT!" 

Earth heard the loud, the solemn sound, 
And started from her utmost bound, 
And Darkness* on his ebon car, 
Spread his black wings, and fled afar; 
The dun clouds opened with affright, 
And hailed the burst of life and light ! 

" 'Tis light! 'tis light!" the mountains rung, 
" Tis light! 'tis light!" the valleys sung! 
The stars beheld its dawning bright, 
The spheres confessed the Godhead's might, 
While Nature's universal voice 
Proclaimed aloud, " Rejoice ! rejoice 1" 
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II. 

HYMN FOR THE DEAD. 

O ! why should we bewail the dead, 
Why sorrow o'er their narrow bed ? 
Have they not sought the happy shore, 
Where human cares oppress no more ? 
Bewail them not ! — more blest than we, 
From mortal woes and anguish free, 
Their parted spirits rest in peace, 
In the still land, where troubles cease ! 

Bewail them not ! their bright abode 
Is with a Father and a God : 
Freed from Corruption's cold embrace, 
They see th' Almighty face to face. 
Then weep not for the quiet dead, 
Nor sorrow o'er their narrow bed; 
In the still land, where troubles cease, 
Their parted spirits rest in peace ! 
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III. 
THE DOVE OF NOAH. 

Hope on her wings, and God her guide. 

The dove of Noah soared, 
Far through the dim unfathomed space, 

Where shoreless ocean roared. 
But ah ! she found no valley green, 

No resting-place, — no track, 
Until the peaceful ark received 

The weary wanderer back. 

So we, on Life's tempestuous sea, 

Beset by grief and pain, 
May seek a solace here below, 

But ah ! the search is vain. 
A resting-place for weary man 

Is only found above; 
The ark to which the soul returns 

Is the Almighty's love. 
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IV. 

REPENTANCE. 

By the red lightning rent and riven, 

And stretched along the plain, 
Can the tall oak extend to heaven 

Its gay green boughs again? 
Or when a star hath lost its track, 

And faded from on high, 
Can aught restore the lost one back 

To glory and the sky ? 
No ; the tall oak no more can spread 

Its green leaves to the blast, 
Nor can the meteor which hath fled, 

Recal its splendours past. 

Can man, deep sunk in guilty care 

And pressed by human ill, 
O ! can he triumph o'er despair, 
* And find a solace still ? 
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Yes ! He who for our ransom bled, 

Holds back th* avenging rod, 
When meek Contrition bows her head 

Repenting to her God. 
Though dark the sin — though deep the heart 

Be sunk in guilt and pain, 
Yet Mercy can a balm impart, 

And raise it up again ! 
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V. 
RESIGNATION. 

In cold misfortune's cheerless day. 
When joy and peace and love depart, 

When friends deceive, and hopes decay, 
And sorrows press the heavy heart, 
O ! Lord, Thou canst relief impart ; 

Tis Thou canst cheer the wounded mind, 
Tis Thou canst heal affliction's smart ; — 

Teach us to pray, and be resigned. 

And O! should changeful fortune frown, 

Or those we love prove true no more, 
Should Death's relentless hand cut down 

Those who returned the love we bore ; 

Still let us worship and adore, 
And seek the peace we yet may find; — 

Teach us, O Father ! we implore, 
To trust in Thee, and be resigned ! 
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VI. 

MARINERS' PRAYER, 

DURING A STORM. 

The loud blast leaps from wave to wave, 
Around our heads the thunders rave, 
And dark, dark is the midnight sky, 
Save when the lightning flashes high. 

O ! God whom we revere ! 
Thy voice can still the raging deep, 
Thy mercy lull the winds to sleep- 
Then, Father, hear! 
In Thee we trust — to Thee we fly — 
Guide and protect us, or we die ! 

The yawning waves around us dash, 

And shine in the glare of the lightning's flash ; 

The billows rush — the breakers roar, 

And drive our bark on the rocky shore. 
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Lord! in this deadly fear, 
We have no hope — no help but Thee; 
Thy voice alone can calm the sea- 
Then, Father, hear! 
In Thee we trust— -to Thee we fly, 
Guide and protect us, or we die ! 
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VII. 

SAUL AND DAVID. 

RECITATIVE. 

A voice of wailing and of woe 

Fills the proud monarch's regal hall, 
There's madness on the kingly brow, 

There's frenzy in the soul of Saul. 
Where is the bard whose gifted lyre 

Can solace to the mind impart? 
Whose lips can utter words of fire, 

And drive the demon from the heart ? 

He comes ! the shepherd minstrel comes, 
His hallowed fingers sweep the lyre ; 

He comes ! he comes ! the holy bard, 
All radiant with prophetic fire. 
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DAVID SINGS. 



Fill, fill the bowl with rosy wine, 

To cheer the bosom of the king, 
Deep in the goblet let it shine, 

* And wreathe it round with flowers of spring ; 

The morn of life is on the wing, 
The time that flies, returns no more : 

Joy hath its grief — love hath its sting- 
But wine rejoices to the core. 

The minstrel ceased — the monarch smiled, 

But still the song was vain, 
It could not calm the frenzy wild 

That rankled in his brain. 

He raves ! he raves !— O ! minstrel mild 

Retune thy lyre again. 

DAVID SINGS. 

The Lord is good — the Lord is great, 
Long doth his loving-kindness last ; 

The heart that hath for pardon sued, 
Ne'er weeps in vain its errors past. 
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"fts He can heal the suffering soul, 
'Tis He can cheer in sorrow's day. 

The monarch listened, smiled, and wept — 
The evil spirit passed away. 
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VIII. 



OUR SAVIOURS LAMENTATION OVER 
JERUSALEM. 

The eagle hath stooped from his eyrie on high, 
Weep, daughter of Salem, the spoiler is nigh ; 
Weep, weep and lament, for he comes in his wrath, 
And the vengeance of God is the guide of his path ; 
I see his fierce horsemen prepare for the war, 
And I hear their loud shouts as they rush from afar. 

Mourn, mourn and lament, for thy strength shall he 

riven, 
And the star of thy glory he blotted from heaven ; 
Thy towers and thy temples, now gleaming in air, 
Shall be low as thy shame in that day of despair ; 
Thy pitiless foe shall exult o'er thy fall, 
And the God thou hast scorned shall be deaf to thy 

call. 
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How often, O ! Salem, I've wept by thy side, 

And mourned for thy sons in their blindness and pride ; 

How often I've prayed and implored thee in vain 

To repent, and return to thy Father again : 

Why, daughter of Salem, O why wouldst thou spurn 

The grace and the hope that can never return ? 

The heathen shall come, and shall raze to the earth 
The lordly abodes of thy pride and thy mirth; 
With the blood of thy sons shall thy altars be stained, 
And the shrine of thy God shall be rent and profaned ; 
On the walls of the temple the spoiler shall tread! — 
Weep, weep, for the beam of thy glory hath fled. 

Then, daughter of Salem, in grief and despair, 
When the fires of thy dwellings shall redden the air, 
When thy victor shall taunt thee, and scoff at thy cries, 
As the smoke of the temple ascends to the skies ; 
When trampled — insulted — rejected — abhorred, 
Then, Zion, O then> thou It remember the Lord- 



96 



IX. 



STORM. 

A mighty tempest rent the sky, 
As if a god were passing by. 
Bending to earth my humbled head, 
In solemn and religious dread, 

And kneeling on the sod, 
1 heard a voice proclaim aloud, 
Whose echoes sprung from cloud to cloud, 

" Great is the Lord our God !" 

And ocean swelled its waters vast, 

Repeating, as it roared, 
In chorus with the furious blast, 

" O! mighty is the Lord !" 
While the fierce lightning, flashing high, 
Traced the dread accents on the sky, 
Writing, as with a fiery rod, 
*' O mighty is the Lord our God !" 



97 



SOLITUDE. 

Why, Solitude, why hath the minstrel forsaken 
The festive repast of the fair and the free ? 
Why leaves he the city, 
The wise and the witty, 
To roam thro' the woods in communion with thee ? 
" He flies from the hoard of the rich and the lovely, 
" He flies from the wiles of the proud and the vain, 
" Adown the wood stealing, 
" He seeks my far shieling, 
" To gain hack his peace and his wisdom again.'* 



Why, Solitude, why hath the maiden forsaken 
Her couch for the shore of the desolate sea ? 

Why leaves she her pillow 

To gaze on the billow ? 
What charms can she find in communion with thee ? 

H 
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" She roams all alone in the silence and darkness, 
" To think undisturbed on her lover afar ; 

" She seeks the lone shingle, 

" In sadness to mingle 
" Her sighs and her prayers for her absent Hussar/' 

Why, Solitude, why do the worn and the weary, 
The sad and the sorrowful, fly to thy side? 

With thee do they wander, 

In sadness to ponder 
O'er joys and o'er hopes which the world hath denied? 
" Communion with man can but render them cunning, 
" Communion with Nature doth render them wise: 

" Adown the wood stealing* 

" They come to my shieling, 
" And find in my bosom the peace which they prize !" 



99 



GIPSY CHAUNT. 



When tke sentinel mastiff keepeth guard, 
And all is dark in the farmer's yard, 
Ere the early cock hath begun to crow, 
Abroad with the owl and the bat we go: 
Thirst is mighty— hunger is strong— 
Our sticks are stout, and our arms are long— 

Hurra ! 
And woe to the chicken — ah, woe, to the hen 
That flappeth her wings on our pathway then ! 

Hurra I 



No cautious latchet — no bolted door, 
Receiveth at night the gipsy*s store; 
No wealthy hoards hath he to guard— 
His only store is the farmer's yard : 
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And to visit that store whene'er he can, 
Is the roving gipsy's nightly plan. 

Hurra! 
Weep, Hodge, weep, and scratch thy head, 
Thy dog is bribed, and thy poultry fled ! 

Hurra! 
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AURORA. 

The mom gets up with a sparkling eye, 

And a cheek like a hawthorn berry, 
And sendeth her herald to the sky, 
To twitter his song so merry : 

He's the eldest born 

Of his mother Mora, 
And his yoice is shrill and jolly ; 

And what saith he, 

That herald free— • 
Philosophy, mirth, oy folly? 

'Tis Wisdom's voice, though it speak in mirth, 

'Tis a wise, wise lay — ah, very ! 

And he calls on all in air and earth 

To join in his song so merry : 

He saith that health 

Is better than wealth, 
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And cheerfulness better than sorrow ; 

Calling on sloth, 

If it prize them both, 
To rise with the sun to-morrow. 

These are the words of his mothei Morn, 

The hunter hears him singing, 
And winds a blast on his mountain horn, 
Till he sets the wild woods ringing: 

And this is the lay 

Of the lark so gay, 
With his voice so shrill and merry ; 

When Morn doth rise 

With her sparkling eyes, 
And her cheek like the hawthorn berry. 
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(▲FTXR BKR ANGER.) 

SHEPHERD^thou say'st there is a star 

Which rules our changeful destinies : 
Can mortal vision soar so far, 

Or pierce such mighty mysteries ? 
Shepherd, 'tis said thy mind recals 

The lore of grey departed seers : 
Say, what is yonder star which falls, 

Which falls, falls, and disappears ? 

My son, a child of joy expired, 

Yon was his star which glided by, 
The friendly feast, by mirth inspired, 

Has witnessed his departing sigh ; 
He sang of wine and beauty's thralls, 

Round went his jokes and witty jeers— 
There is another star which falls. 

Which falls, falls, and disappears! 
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My son, it is a star of light, 

Of one beloved, and young and fair, 
Preparing for her bridal night, 

Wreathing white roses in her hair ; 
On her her frantic lover calls, 

But vain his grief, and vain his tears 

There is another star which falls. 

Which falls, falls, and disappears! 

My son, yon was the rapid star, 

The suddenly extinguished gleam, 
Of one just born to wealth and power, 

One born to bask in fortune's beam ; 
He has escaped the flatterers' thralls, 

The weight of guilt, the load of years 

There is another star which falls? . 

Which falls, falls, and disappears ! 

My son, did'st see its guileful ray? 

A monarch's favourite is no more ! 
Flattered in life — in death's dark day 

No friends or mourners seek his door : 
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He was the cringing slave who crawls, 

And fattens on a people's tears 

There is another star which falls, 

Which falls, falls, and disappears f 

'Twas the last of a race of kings ; — 

But go, my son — for thou hast seen 
That wealth and power are empty things, 

Which leave no trace that they have been* 
Glory and fame the heart enthral, 

And grandeur courts the people's cheer ; 
All these are only stars which fall, 

Which fall, fall, and disappear. 
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BALLAD. 

" Lorenzo pines in dungeon gloom, 

" In chains my gallant lover lies, 
" A tyrant has pronounced his doom,. 

" To-morrow he is free — or dies ! 
" O Love ! if thou hast power below, 

" Or favour where the angels dwell, 
" Protect thy maiden votary now — 

" Jesu Maria! shield me well!'* 

The maiden doffs her robe of white, 

And clothes her in the priestly stole, 
Binds back her locks of auburn bright, 

And mutters prayers which save the souL 
The prison portals open wide, 

The holy father seeks the cell, 
Lorenzo sees his destined bride — 

Jesu Maria ! shield her well ! 
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Quickly the destined moments flee, 

The maiden's heart has much to say ; 
Lover I she comes to die for thee— 

On with her cassock, and away! 
Fly! for they come— -thine hour draws nigh — 

Already tolls thy warning knell ! — 
It is too late ! — and both must die ! 

Jesu Maria ! shield them well ! 

" Lorenzo, they have sealed our doom, 

" Together then we'll yield our breath, 
" Well be companions in the tomb, 

" And love shall cheer the hour of death/' 
Now hoarsely beats the muffled drum, 

And slowly tolls the funeral bell ; 
Make way ! the hapless victims come — 

Jesu Maria ! shield them well ! 
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SONG TO THE GERMANS, 

1832. 

When your rights are destroyed, and when freedom 
expires, 
When your kings and your princes to crush ye 
combine, 
O ! shall it be said that no vengeance inspires 

The land of the Oder, the Elbe, and the Rhine I 
O ! shall it be said that the Germans lay still, 
While their puny oppressors were working their will ? 



Forbid it, O Heaven, that the country of song, 
The land of the steadfast, the noble, the fair, 

Should tamely submit to the lash and the thong, 
Or crouch to the rule which her despots prepare. 

No! Freedom shall shine o'er the universe yet, 

For a sun hath arisen which never shall set. 
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Then arouse and combine, as your tyrants have done, 
From the Rhine to the Danube arise in your might, 

Be strong in the cause, and the battle is won, 

And the prayers of the world shall ascend for the 
right. 

O ! land of the brave, in thy strife to be free, 

The hopes of mankind shall be centred in thee. 
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REPROACH. 

Hast thou forgotten her to whom 

You vowed such vows of truth, 
She who was dearest to thy heart 

In days of hope and youth ? 
Dost thou forget the parting prayer 

I raised to Heaven for thee, 
To guard thee in thy wanderings 

In climes beyond the sea? 

The vows you breathed — the faith you swore — 

Too fondly I believed ; 
Now I must hide my bitter grief, 

And mourn my hopes deceived. 
But vain my tears — Farewell ! Farewell I 

Go scorn me if thou wilt ; 
And though the anguish may be mine. 

Remember thine* s the guilt 1 
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SONG OF THE MOUNTAINEERS. 

When Morning sheds her ruddy light 

O'er heath and dusky dell, 
Away we go to the mountain's height, 

To chase the swift gazelle ; 
To chase afar the savage wolf, 
Or light and bounding roe, 
O'er slippery steep, o'er ravine deep, 
With merry hearts we go. 
While Echo still, 
From some far hill, 
Repeats our glad hallo ! 

Hallo! 

Where heart-inspiring danger dwells, 

With fearless feet we roam, 
And nimbly bound o'er craggy dells, 

Where babbling waters foam. 
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O'er trackless wilds, at break of morn, 

With right good will we go, 
And merrily wind our bugle horn, 
And chase the fleeting roe. 
While Echo still, 
From some far hill, 
Repeats our glad Hallo 1 

Hallo ! 



j 
113 



THE PILGRIMS DOG. 

A TALE OP THE OLDEN TIME. 

There came a pilgrim to the gate, 

An aged man was he, 
And he sat him down upon a stone, 

And sighed most bitterly : 
The night was cold,— the fierce winds howled 

With loud and blustering din, 
So, to restore his drooping strength, 

We asked the good man in. 

" Now sit thee down, thou aged man, 

" Here's ale an thou art dry, 
" And tell us now what aileth thee, 

" And wherefore thou dost sigh."— 
The aged man he sat him down, 

He drank no wine nor ale, 
But shook the damp dew from his cloak, 

And thus began his tale : 
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" O ! hoary is my head, and grey, 

" For many years I've seen, 
" And over many a distant land 

" My weary feet have been : 
" And I have braved the summer heat, 

" And borne the winter cold, 
" Without a murmur or complaint, 

" Though poor, and very old. 

" But then I had a faithful friend, 

" Companion of my way, 
" Who jogged contented by my side 

" For many a weary day ; 
" Who shared my crust, when crust I had, 

" At noon beneath a hill, 
" And who, when I had none to give, 

" Was grateful for the will : 

" Who, when benighted on our road, 
" And far from barn or bield, 

" Lay down contented at my feet, 
" In many a stubble field ; 
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" Who, when the world looked harshly down, 

" Was never false or cold, 
" But looked up kindly in my face, 

" To cheer the pilgrim old. 

" Long time had we companions been, 

" In every changeful weather, 
" 'Mid frost and snow, and driving sleet, 

" We 'd trudged along together ; 
" And now he lies upon the road — 

" Ah ! cold and dead lies he, 
" And I am in the world alone, 

" Alone in my misery !" 

A tear ran down the old man's cheek, 

But he wiped it quick away— 
" My blessing with you," the pilgrim said, 

" Nay, hinder me not, I pray ; 
" For I go to the spot where in death he lies, 

" To the sod all wet with dew, 
" With a bursting heart to make a grave, 

" And bury that friend so true!" 
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" Nay, hold,, good man, ait thou a monk 

" Of orders grey or white, 
" To breathe for the soul of thy parted friend 

" The prayers of the Christian rite ?" 
The old man sighed, and shook his head — 

" No Christian might he be, 
" Though many Christians that I wot of, 

" Are not so good as he ! 

" Nothing was he — but a poor man's dog, 

" A good one and a bold ; 
" Alas for me, that worth so tried 

" Should ever be dead and cold!" 
That aged man went out alone, 

Alone and sad went he, 
And bent his course adown the hill 

Where grows you spreading tree. 

The morning sun rose up again, 

The lark began to sing, 
And village girls went forth to draw 

Fresh water from the spring; 
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And when they came beneath the tree, 

The tree all dead and sear, 
That pilgrim old was writing there 

The words ye now shall hear. 



EPITAPH. 

Here lieth one who had no soul — 

What matters it, I pray, 
If he possessed more truth than those 

Who boast of reason's ray? 
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SONG. 

Cool breeze of summer's eve, 

'Mid leafy branches playing, 
Oh hasten to her bower, 

And chide my We for staying: 
Tell her, with anxious hope 

My faithful heart is beating, 
That long, long time hath past 

The still sweet hour of meeting. 

Ray of the patient moon, 

That floatest on the billow, 
Shine through her lattice high, 

And beam upon her pillow : 
Tell her that truth and love 

A weary round are beating, 
While Rosa, wrapt in sleep, 

Forgets the hour of meeting. 
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GERMAN DRINKING SONG 

" Rosen atof den Weg gestreut 
" Und des Harm vergewen." 

Strew roses on the way, 

And think no more of grief, 
Short is the passing day, 

Short-lived the summer leaf; 
Short is our mortal span — 

Then, ere the minutes die, 
Tis Wisdom's wisest plan 

To gild them as they fly: 
The present only is our own, 
The future dark, and all unknown. 

Then, O give Grief and Care, 

O give them to the blast, 
And make the present fair 

And brighter than the past ! 
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And make the glasses ring, 
As ye quaff the cheering wine, 

And a merry chorus sing, 

Beneath the clustering vine. — 

Sorrow will sink, where Joy will swim ; 

Then fill the bicker to the brim. 

When underneath the stone 

We sleep the final sleep, 
We'll hear no more the tone 

Of music's wildest sweep; 
Nor hear the wine-cups meet 

With tinkling sound of glee, 
Nor the merry chorus sweet 

Under the linden-tree : 
Then let us, in the hope of Heaven, 
Enjoy on earth what God has given ! 
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THE MANIACS SONG 

TO THE WIND. 

Why, O wind of summer. 

Why that restless moan? 
Weepest thou for pleasures 

That are past and gone ? 
Mournest thou for visions 

That have fled away, 
Or hopes which only flourished 

To wither and decay ? 

Hath thy loved-one left thee 

To misfortune's smart, 
With a wounded spirit 

And a broken heart ? 
Grievest thou like Ellen, 

O, thou moaning wind, 
For the scorn and pity 

Of a world unkind ? 
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Let us mourn together, 

O ! thou midnight blast, 
For the joys which wither, 

For the woes which last !- 
For the scorn and falsehood 

Which have seared my mind, 
Weep and mourn with Ellen, 

Sweet, sweet summer wind ! 
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THE WOOD-NYMPH. 

" Muse des bois et des accords champetres." 

Far from bustle, strife, and care, 

'Mong the woods I've wooed her. 
And to her secluded nook, 
By the margin of a brook, 
And by waters bright and blue, 
Over meadows wet with dew, 

Many a time pursued her: 
And far away in forests lone, 
Listening to the rugged tone 

Of the windy weather, 
She and I, at midnight's time, 

Have sat and sung together. 
Poor she is in things of earth, 

Poor in worldly treasure, 
But she hath a smile of light. 
And an eye of hazel bright, 

Beaming love and pleasure. 
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A forest maid, she loves to dwell 
In her solitary cell. 
Nursing, in her still retreat. 
All the passions mild and sweet ; 
And breathing many a plaintive ditty 
Of Hope, and Joy, and Love, and Pity. 
She is a fair and woodland nymph, 
A wild and artless mountain beauty. 
Whose witching tongue 
Doth lure the young 
From lucre and their duty. 
This nymph so poor, and yet so free, 
Who can she be but Poesy ? 



THE END. 
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